CHAPTER VIII
CRIST1NA
I NOW began to live an independent life, recognising no law
save inclination. I was rich, endowed by nature with an
agreeable and somewhat imposing exterior; I was an in-
veterate gambler, a great talker, a sworn worshipper of
beauty, and I cared only for such society as amused me, so it
is not to be wondered at if I made many enemies. I re-
spected the law, but at the same time, I considered myself
above all vulgar prejudices. I fancied that on these terms I
should be allowed to live in perfect freedom under an aris-
tocratic government, such as that of Venice. But it was not
to be. The Venetian republic, for reasons of self-preserva-
tion, must herself bow before imperative state considerations.
I only touch on this subject, so as to somewhat justify my
policy as a citizen, whose tendency that year inevitably led
to a state prison.
My conduct was not calculated to please the three worthy
gentlemen whose oracle I had become, but they were too
fond of me to remonstrate severely with me.
About this time I became attached to the most celebrated
courtesan in Venice. Her name was Ancilla. She afterwards
married the dancer Campioni, and went with him to Lon-
don. We played cards every night at her house, and the
stakes were often extravagantly high. The young Count
, Medini, whom I met there, was as reckless a gamester as
myself, but more favoured by fortune, and he won large
sums from me. I bore my bad luck as cheerfully as I could,
never doubting him, until one evening he cheated me in so
flagrant a manner that, easy dupe though I had been up to
that moment, my eyes were opened. I drew a pistol from
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